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SLOPER’S NEW FRIENDS. 

__ “Since Buffalo Bill has returned to London with his Wild West Show, Poor Pa’s visits there have been frequent. Consequently, he has become acquainted 
with numerous celebrated personages. Papa is naturally unselfish, and with heart bubbling over with happiness.at the thought of the pleasure he should impart, 
he playfully remarked to Tottie and Lardi that, if they would meet him in Regent Street at a certain time on a certain morning, he would introduce them to two 
gentlemen of eminence. The girls kept the appointment, and almost died witli fright. Papa should be more careful in his choice of friends.” —TootsiE. 


THE JOLLY ROGER. 


——~— 


THOSE were curious times when, one balmy day in June, 
| 1720, Captain Bartholomew Roberts, the notorious pirate, 
| with the Jolly Roger (or Black Flag) flying, and drums 

beating and trumpets sounding triumphantly, entered the 

harbour of Trespasi, Newfoundland. There were, we are 

told, two-and-twenty vessels in the harbour, which the men 
| all quitted at the sight of the pirate, and fled on shore. 
| Then followed a terrible havoc. The igs oa! was all burnt 

and sunk and the fisheries destroyed, the growing crops 
fired and the stores pillaged. 

The crueltiesand mad drunken follies committed by these 
lawless scoundrels were almost incredible. They would 
seize m merchantman, murder the crew, take what they 
| wanted of the merchandise, throw the rest overboard, and 

burn the ship out of sheer devilry. 

One day they took a Dutch vessel, robbed her of masts, 
| yards and stores, and cut down her foremast, “ but what sat 
as heavily as anything with the skipper was their taking 
some sausages he had on board of his wife's making, and 
stringing them in a Indierous manner round their necks, 
till they had sufticiently shown their contempt of them,and 
5 then rer then ne the ier pitsacctone a heads 
The nerves of Constahle Bungles were unstrung— His wits by the a rance of a round object at his And a second afterwards an inspector a red on of Bis pws OH to: be Arenson p00 eee DLAAP Decne 
Ty much so, in fact. Recent Anarchist outrages feet. What was it? Whe. abomb-shell, of course. A the scene, who at once took charge of aaa fo the ously ee el eae Re be 


pearls were to blame for this state of affairs. Tle casual glance convinced him of that fact. To whistle midst of the excitement, a small voice was beard | ; : Fs ; 
ver evening he was almost frightened out of — for assistance was the work of a moment— pleading for tho return of its ball, (Tableau. | complied with, and he was obliged, as they grew drunk, to 


154 


eit quietly and hear them sing songs out of his Dutch prayer- 
hooks, with other profanities, that he (though a Dutchman) was 
sunaged at.” 

I'reseutly, we learn that they came to Whydah, “a black silk flag 
flying at their mizen-peak, anda Jaék and pendant of the same. 
The tlag had Death on it, with an hour-glass in one hand and 


cross-bones in the other, a dart by it, and underneath a heart drop: | 


ping three drops of blood, The Jack had a man pourtrayved on tt, 
with a flaming sword in his hand, and standing on two skulls, and 
many other strange signs and bloody symbols, sufficient to fill the 
boldest heart with terror,” 

A singularly barbarous act was committed on another oceasion 
by the desperadoes, They came across a slaver which was, savs 
the account, “almost slaved" when the pirates came in, and the 
commander, being on shore settling his al ints, was sent for to 
vay the ransom usnally demanded by the pirates in these cases. 
Phe commander sent,back word that he would pay nothing, as he 
had no instrnetions from the owners, 
“thought it dishonourable to treat with robbers” —which appears 
to be an odd enough scruple ina stealer of men, 

Hereupon Roberts sent the boat to bring away the negroes, that 
the ship might be set on fire; but, being in haste and finding that 
unshackling them would cost them much time and labour, they 
set her on fire with eighty of these poor wretches on board, chained 
two and two together, under the miscrable choice of perishing by 
fire or water, 

Those who jumped overboard from the flames were seized by the 


sharks, which were very common in those parts, aud in the sight | 


of the pirates were torn limb from limb alive. 

No wonder, after such atrocities, the authorities determined to 
capture and execute the leader of the gang: butas yet he had no 
fear for himself and cast defianee at the whole world. Another 
curious chapter in the life of this extraordinary man, and his story 
is told. 

* * * ° * » 
THE LATEST FROM THE BOWWHOULARIES, 

astraing think av ‘appen, Some person or persons unnone av 
sent the Old and Anshent Moss growd totrin fabrick 1 poundd off 
sorsiges, he cat ‘em arty, not arskin no Bodi to join, no feer; but 
a judgment ‘appen, all xt wonst he crack a toof it was a button re- 
cognize as belongin’ to the late diseased billiam, pore boi ‘is blud 
is at ‘is mother’s her dore. . . . they sai it was me putt it in it 
is w bais ly. 

(Nert week,“ The Pirate's Boem,”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


aes 

*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


We're really obliged for the relic, 3.8., But we ceuld not exhibit 
it long; ‘Twould decay, we are sure, in the course of a week ; 
Thanks muchly for cutting, F, Strona. The Eminent isn't sur- 
prised at the tale, He's heard of them, SAVAGE, before; You're 
only to send one and sirpence in stamps To provide you with riches 

alore, Such a wretched excuse is no good, JIMMY Betts}; We 
haven't got space for them, MADGE; You mustn't talk thus cf the 
Eminent, JEAMES, [lis pride won't allow him to “cadge.” You 


needn't be frightened at that, MARRY More, It's only the Mouldy | 


One's fun; Youre ecrtainly right, Dick, it’s quite a disgrace, 
And fairly anneres the bun. You cannot imagine how sorry we 
are, But what can we do, Minin Boyp? Lf you didn't ‘send 
stamps with your sketches, FP. Burt, Lhe odds are that they've 


been destroyed, - 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded toany part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada 
and Cnited Statcs of America, post-free : 
83 Months, 18. 8d.: 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.O.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tie SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, 'LEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 
PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue bE LA BANQUE, 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-uf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Tatlway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current isaue af 
“ ALLY SLopur’s HALF-HOLIDAY ” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ALLY SLoPeR's HALF-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning, 


~- JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—e— 
Judge (trying lunacy case), So you came to the conclusion that. 
your unfortunate relative was not responsible for his actions, and 
attempted to confine him in a private lunatic asylum?) What 
grounda, may Task, had you for believing him to be insane? 
Witarss, Ample, your lordship, ample; he had expressed, upon 
more than one occasion, his intention of starting another comic 
Mewsypxuper, 


2 + 


It’s a long Jane that has no turning, and it’s a strange park seat 
that, after 6 P.M, hasn't got one soldier on it with his arm round a 
slavey’s waist. + 

“Wuirat do vouthink of that dress, Billy—that one over there 
in the corner?” asked Tottie Goodenough of the Hon, Billy the 
other day. “Humph! not bad—er—but there’s something ugly in 
it that I don't like,” said Billy, with a diplomacy acquired by Jong 
nequaintance with girls, “Of course there is, stupid!” answered 
Tottie; “but Lasked you about the dress—not the woman that’s 
wearing it.” ee 

* 


THE wretch must be subject to mental deformity 
Who poisoned our Orme, and thus wrought an enOrm(e)ity. 
zs ¢ 


s 
THE most charitable beak we ever heard of is abont to take the 
chairat Bow Street some day. He has actually provided the drunks 
and ineapables with a set of copper goloshes to put over their 
boots, so that they sha'n't wear the toes out when they start kick- 
ing on the cell doors. 


=e 
* 


First Bank Holiday Maker (after the seventeenth disappoint- 
ment). Iam satisfied we shall get no dinner in this picicked place. 
Sceond Holiday Maker, Then, you're a jolly sight easier satisfied 
than lam. I want my grub. s « 
* 


THEY were talking about women, which, by-the-by, is a 
favourite topic of conversation among men who are not well 
acquainted with the subject, and young Swaveley said, “1 don't 
believe in being too hard upon them, we ought to shut our eves to 
their faults.” “That wouldn't do,” answered Bitterly, “ for, in that 

isc, we shouldn't see the dear creatures at all.” 


It is also stated that he | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 420,—The “ Billy Pitt” Costume. 


“Ti, guv'ner, your dog has bitten me 
in the leg!" 

“Yes, it's a failing of his. He was 
once tossed by a cow, and now he | 
revenges himself on every calf he sees.” | 


“OVER THE GARDEN WALL.” 
The fairest flower of them all. 


Old Gent, Boy, you are a child of Satan! 
Rude Boy. Oh,am1? Then, shake hands, old cock, we must be brothers ! 


“We buried poor oll Skinner vester- | 


day, Splendid funeral. Im sure the 
carriages were a mile long!" | 


THE FLYING DUTCHMAN, 
Purcly a fancy sketch, 


“Jove! [never saw carriages so long 


as that:” 
2 
ee 


(Saturday, May 14, 1802, 


THE other day, we had drifted into a certain pub. in the Str,,,; 
—merely to ascertain the time, of course—when in shambied ., 
green-as-grass gountty jae brown, healthy and towsled, witi :;, 
old fashioned smocked frock and the smell of the cows hanyii,. 
round him, “Well, friend,” said we, “what do yo think 7 
London?” “Oh, it’s a foine place,” answered Hodge, “ but thi: 
one thing that as Oi'm maiur puzzled oover.” “ What's that 
inquired, i i 


Wee 
“Whoy, how it is that, in such a powerful big plaace .. 
this here London be, the folks know as how one is a stranger ai,.{ 
star’ at him soo.” *,* 


TooTsIE is about to open a small lecture hall devoted to 1),.. 
improvement of the “Well Regulated Chorus and Extra Liudy,” 
Her first lecture, illustrated by mechanical figures, will be \; 
“The Can-can, How to Dance it, and still be Pals with the [01 
Chamberlain.” Her second will be, “Port Wine, and when 1, 
Refuse It,” “ The Locket as a Present,” “Suppers With or With«:,: 
Chaperons,” “ Johnnies I have Met and Jugginsea I have Despised,” 
SLOPER recommends everyone to take tickets for the course. 


* 
THE serenader stood beneath 
His loved one’s window pane, 
And sang in accents loud and shrill 
A passionate refrain, 


The maid awoke, and quietly 
The window sash uplifted, 

Then deftly used the water-jug— 
The Serenader shifted J 


* 

SHARPSHINS had to call upon old Kirmugion the other day, a: 
while he was in conversation with him, young K. came iu, 
rudely interrupting, asked a question or two and went out. “.\j), 
that’s a bright boy!" exclaimed old K. “Indeed,” observed Shar). 
shins. “Then he is an exception to the general rule.” “ What do 
you mean?” asked the old man. “Why, most bright things sre 
polished,” replied S. *° 


Schoolmaster (to pupil who has just finished reading). Now, +e} 
me, Tubbina major, the meaning of the passage, “ ‘The brand «{ 
Cain was on my brow"? 

Pupil, Well, | suppose it means the marks of the last licken hie 
got from his teacher—but it seems a dangerous place to hit him. 

[And one minute later the brand of cane was on Tubl,y: 
major's—but no, on sccond thoughts, there is no ved 
to particularize, « « 

s 


“SNOOKSBEY'S bon marché is a big business ; there can't he anr 
manner of doubt about that, sonny. They employ exactly 780 si: 
of from sixteen to twenty-four years of age. I called in there tiv 
other Sunday morning—an awful noise! ‘What's that?’ I] asked, 
‘It sounds like a pine forest in a gale of wind.’ ‘Lor’ bless you, 
my boy ! that’s only the girls sitting up in bed turning over the 
leaves of their penny novelettes. They doa power of reading ou 
Sundays,’"” *,° 


ScenE—Bar parlour of Inn. 

Chilly Customer (turning up his coat collar). I say, landlord, 
this place of yours is most abominably draughty! Ou a windy 
night like this it’s hardly fit for a dog. 

Landlord. Very sorry, I'm sure, sir: it is a bit coolish, 1 dare 
say ; but a public house is naturally a draughty place, don't you 
think, sir?) Ha, ha! Phe 

s 


SLOPER never opens an envelope of anybody else's that’s got 
“Trivate” on it. Would to heaven he were equally conscientious 
with Mr. Bungboniface’s door. » « 

~ 


“Tuk fringe of society,” exclaimed Mrs, Foolinit, alter reading 
the theatre column of her newspaper, “why, I thought the fringe 


had gone out of fashion ever so long ago.” 
s- 


* 
I saID to the rose, “I'll see you blowed first !” 
I saw it then into a rhapsody burst ; 
And the best of my poems, the critics all own, 


Is that dear little ode, “To a rose fully blown.” 
= * 


= 

WHAT is a legal luminary? A copper's bull’s-eye. There's 
nothing like it. Its light, thrown on the bedroom window of the 
slumbering householder, in silent speech asks for a drink for is 
master. Its rays can penetrate through the smallest cellar key-hole 
and discern the burglar—I mean, the beer-barrel in the darkest 
corner. It helps to find the watch of the boozer on the midnight 
beat. It——well, there’s nothing equai to it anywhere, you go bail 
and a bit over. “* 


The City Missionary. Ah! how much better it would be if 

ople would only practise what they preach, Look at McGoose'ey, 
i instance. 

General Chorus of Astonishment. McGooseley ? . : 

The City Missionary. Yes, he’s always saying, “ Pass the whisky. 
but he never does it while he's got the strength to lift the glass to 
his lips. 


“SIR, my name is McDoodle, and I am desirous of obtainine 
work upon a paper,” said a seedy looking visitor to a busy editor: 
“would you advise me as to what paper it would be best to com- 
mence work upon?” “Wall paper, I should say,” said the B. L., 
with a “reckoning up” glance. *.* 


Younker, 1 say, Boozer, you did put it away last night! I should 
think, if you had a gimict Aole made in you, the whisky would 
pour out. : 

Bovzer, Don't you believe it, denr boy—I'm that dry this morn- 
ing, that, if you made a hole in me, you'd get nothing but saw- 
dust. oe 

* 


“1s it true that ALLY SLOPER is going to call a meeting of lis 
creditors?" asked Jones, “I shouldn't think so,” said Brown: “ 
should say there was no necessity for it.” “No necessity?) What 
do you mean?" returned Jones, “ Why, judging by the number | 
anw hanging about Mildew Hall when I was over there, | shouldu't 


think that they’d want much calling,” said Brown. 
s * 
* 
HE'D encountered lots of dangers in a dozen foreign climes, 
The deadly Zulu assagai and spear, 
The rifle and the cannon's mouth, the bayonet and sword, 
He'd boldly faced them all and felt no fear. 


But when one day a little maid consented, with a blush, 
To take him on “ for richer or for poorer,” x 
He felt that he would sooner go through twice as much again, 
Than face her stern papa to ask him for her. 
- 


* 

IE was very youthful, but he fancied himself more than a little; 
and he lounged into the railway refreshment room with a ter 
thousand-a-year swagger, and fixing a look upon the barmaid 
evidently intended to be killing, remarked, “ Aw—aw, good after 
noon, my—aw—dear !—aw—feel deucedly chippy to-day, dye 
know ; aw—what do you think would be good for me—what ay 
you advise me to have,eh?” And the sinart and pretty barmay 
surveved him pityingly for a full minute before she answered, 
“Well, sir. if I was you, | should goin for a glass of milk anda 
Bath bun.” ** 

* 

“Took here, Belinda, you jest stick to your book and Jarn your: 
self into being a laidy, and when you've grown up you stand i 
rood a chance of marrying a peer o° the realm as any body, at" 
then won't it make your mother's old eyes water like a Board “I 
Works cart to see you a-doing of a long skirt high kick dance + 
among the nobs as you rank with.” 
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TOOTSIE ALL SMILES. 


-_—~ 


Wey | was at Brighton the other Sunday, | met my friend 
Walter Blount strolling down the King’s Road with a silver headed 
cane, the head of which 
was that of Poor Pa. 
Walter was imperson- 
ating Ally Baba, the 
forty -firet thief in 
Robert Reece's very 
clever and amusing 
burlesque at the Aqua- 
rium. They have some 
good shows nowadays 
at the Aquarium, where 
once on a time Poor Ia 
himeelf and an old 
friend of his drew big 
houses, 

But it is not of 
Brighton 1 have to 
write, but of the Strand 
Theatre, London, and 
of the new side splitting 
farcical comedy there 
playing, Nivbe (all 
Smiles). A very droll 
notion is this, and very 
humorously — worked 
out, 1 will tell you the 
story. 

One Tompkins has 
bought an ancient 
statue something like 
a thousand years old, 
but not like some other 

Cornelius Grifin, ancients preserved in 
FORBES Dawson. Our museums, which 

come off a bit short in 
noses, heads, armg and legs. Niobe is all there, and Tompkins, an 
art enthusiast, who is leaving town for a few days, confides his 
treisure to the care of his friend, Peter Amos Dunn. A sorry day 
is this, for Mr. P. Dunn's family is as merry as that of Ally Baba, 
perhaps more so, He has, for instance, a sister-in-law rejoicing in 
the name of Helen Griffin, a mature party of iron virtue, also has 
he a wife and numerous offspring, besides other relations and 
visitors, staying at the house. 

On Niobe's arrival, she is, of course, inspected, and pronounced 
to be too lightly clothed, in consequence of which she is hidden 
behind a screen, 

rhe friends and family start off for the theatre,and Peter, left to 
himself, mixes a glass of grog. Suddenly he hears a kind of wail. 
The screen is flung back, the 
statue has come to life and 
proclaims herself to be the 
widow of the Inte King Am- 
piion, who, in Thebes streets 
three thousand years ago. 
“had walked and talked, and 
hed aud wept, and turned 
to stone.” 

ut what has brought her 
to life,do you think?) Why, 
tue Power of the Future— 
Llectricity! A careless work- 
icin had left some coils of 
wire round the statue's feet, 
and the electric spark had set 
tue stonework going, and she 
tlings herself upon Peter's 
ininly besom, The muchly 
murried Peter, though, don’t 
quite see it—besides, how is 

» to introduce her to the 
family in that—dress? Luck- 
ily, a box of clothes has just 
arrived, belonging to a gover- 
ness who is to shortly follow 
after, and Peter sends Niobe 
upstairs to put ‘em on, which 
possibly she discovered to be 
rather a difticult task. 

On the return of the family, 
they find Peter endeavouring 
to console Niobe about some- 
thing or other, and he is de- 
nonuced asa libertine aud liar : 
aud bidden to quit the premises, To this he objects, and also to 
turning out into the streets a helpless, orphan widow, 3000 years 
old. Tompkins, however, soon comes on the scene. recoguizes 
and chims the tigure, and marries it--or I suppose he dves so, for 
lie takes it away with him for that purpose. Fancy marrying 2 
stutue! Dear me, it makes me quite shiver. 
impression of its cold stone feet. The Dunn jenaly’ are then left 
in peace—and not a bit too soon, either, for Peter has just about 
had enough of it, and is rapidly losing what little sense he ever 
possessed. Not that Peter may not have been a very clever man, 
but we idea of letting a sister-in-law boss the house is too 
mbsurd, 

There are some very good lines in the piece, as, for instance, 
where Peter explains to Niobe that a London policeman is a person 
ee esos and directs wayfarers, and of whom Londoners ask 

ve inne, 

Beatrice Lamb is the most charming Niobe conceivable, and to 
her, ef course, the success 
of the play is chiefly 
attributable ; but it would 
be difficult to imagine 
anything funnier than 
Harry Paulton’s imperson- 
ation of Peter. He isso ter- 
ribly serious throughout, 
aud so generally sit upon, 
that the sympathies of 
the audience are with him 
from start to finish. Miss 
Zerbini, as the determined 
sister-in-law, is capital ; 
and Miss Esmond, as a 
young rebellious maiden, 

its off the character 
splendidly. All the rest 
act excellently well, es- 
pecially Herbert Ross, who 
gives us a happy interpre- 
tation of what I consider 
quite an original style of 
stage swell. 7 

A wiseacrein my vicinity 
observed, “It’s so impro- 
bable!"" but 1 suppose the 
authors intended it should 
be so. Anyhow, it is aw- 
fully funny, and you must 
be sure and go and see it 
As soon as ever you pussi- 
bly can. 

Yon will smile! Smile, 
dil Tsay? What T mean is that yon will desuright grin, You 
Coe help yourself — you go off pop befure you ,are really 
aware of it, 


Hattie Griffin: 
GEURGIE L3MOND, 


Niobe: BEATRICE LAMB. 


Uelen Griffin: 


. Peter Amos Dunn: 
C\RLOTTA ZERBINIL 


HARRY PAULTON, 


I can almost feel the + 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HER REASON. 
TsTOOD upon the curb to wateh 
Aomaiden eross the street, 
Alas! she outy riised lier dress 
An inch above her feet, 


Tt had been raining heavily, 
The road was wet with dirt, 

And as she crossed, the mud adhered 
Quite thickly to her skirt. 

“Forsooth ! a modest maid,” quoth I, 
“She fears her dress to raise, 

Lest passers on her ankles tix 
Their blush compelling gaze!” 

A loafer standing by said, * Rot!” 
In tones both rude and mocking : 

“Tt ain't for that, you hass, it’s ‘vos 
She hasn't darned her stocking.” 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and fout notes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE FIRST SPANK. 


TN the course of my long career [ have noticed that there area 
great many people, male and female, who deserve both slaps and 
spanks, 

Some are stout, some are thin, some are good, and some are ill- 
regulated. 

have suffered severely from a slap myself before now. 

The last time he had it was with «second hand paragol. It 
didn’t hurt him, but the bottle didn’t come in second best, by any 
means, and the leaving shop tickets went into the gutter. That's 
the worst of wearing them flat fronted Poole’s best cut slap-up 
kicksies.— MCGOOSELEY. ) 

I had been noticing a good deal what was the cause of that spank 


being fetched for my benefit. 


I had closed my evyes—the left one, so I am told. 

The servant Srporits to my father’s respectable residence, clean- 
ing the steps, had slipped on the mat. 

t was a good fall. 

Neither the fall of Adam nor of Eve were equal to it ; but, still, 
quite a picture. 

This was the first time that IT winked the other eve. 

(He ought to have had about sixteen and a-half eyes and three 
quarterns over for the going in for the wearing out stakes that he's 
been a-doing of. That man's winked the other eye so often that, 
if it had been left to himself, | believe he would have liked to have 
been born with a squint.—MRs, SLOPER.) 

The girl fell down the steps. 

1 distinctly remember the crash of the hearthstone on the bottom 
step, and the flash of the sunny boot-heel in the air, 

She was a nice, good girl. 

I winked; | smiled. [ was only six months and a half. My 
mother noticed it. 

There are several reasons why infants are laid across their 
mothers’ laps, 

No. 1.—From the gaseous distention of indigestion. The slaps 
are then given on what is known to artists as Hogarth'’s curve— 
that is, the small of the back proper, This is what might be 
termed the medicinal slap. 

No, 2.—Tkere is the slip or spank or petite wallop affectionate. 
This is when the infant is called a naughty little dear. 

No. 3.—There is the slap, or rather, what is commonly known as 
the “what for” slap or spank, 

L was indulged with what might not be inaptly termed the 
“what for” «lap. 1 blushed here and there, and everywhere. 
This was my first spank, 

( Lo be continued next week.) 


LOVE'S STAKE, OR, WHY DID WE EVER MEET? 

The Butcher singeth to his long lust lore, 

WE met in the long ago, love ; 
‘Twas summer time, sweetheart, then. 

The spring time was over, although, love, 
The lambs still sprung in the glen, 

They were tender creatures, and we, love, 
Were tender, perhaps, as they, 

Or | entirely fail to see, love, 
Why our hearts are as sheeps’ hearts to-day ? 


Oh! why were we parted? why, dear? 
Iam waiting for your reply ; 

Shall we meet, meet, meet by-and-by, dear, 
In the by-by-by, by-and-by ? 


But your love, for some reason, grew colder, 
Despite we were still in June, 

That month, love, I had the cold shoulder ; 
No longer you cared to spoon, 

T left you as free as a free I:nd, 
And went on my lonely way 

To try and forget, in New Zealand 
The love that you swore that day ! 


Oh! why were we parted? why, dear? ete. 


I'm back again now, sweet, but fearest 

Our friendship to try tu renew ! 
Oh, my dear! oh, my dear !—oh, my dearest ! 

I've got married, and so have you! 
Good-bye-bye-bye for ever, 

Sweet bread of my life, adieu ! 
Though lambs may be mine, I must never 

Think lovingly, sweetheart, of ewe! 

Oh! why were we parted? why, dear? ete. 


——_>—___— 


BOILING THE POT OVER. 

“-TARTAN,” said the Kev. Mr. B. Luvved Miggs to the eldest of 
his tour fair daughters, who was pulling on her gloves preparatory 
to starting on her weekly shopping excursion to the county town, 
“ Marian, if youare anywhere near George Street to-day, Lwish you 
would callon Mr, Flankingiron, the hosier, aud ask him for the— 
er—undergarments | ordered the other day.” 

“Certainly, papa, dear,” responded the tall, delicate blonde, and 


| soon afterwards she started, 


* * * * * * 

“Good afternoon, Mr. Flankingiron, papa asked me to call on 
you for his—er—for his un—er—for papa's—er—er—oh, you know ! 
his—er—er—er——" 

The crimson blushes mountid to her beautiful cheeks, giving 
them a glow like the bloom ona Dutch cheese that has gota bit 
rubbed in the case. She gave that wretched servile hosier a deli- 
cious smile and an imploring glance, that would have weaned fleas 
GOS NAREEOe) but the dunderheaded lout couldn't see it, and 
asked— 

“Well, miss, your papa's what ?” 

She tossed her pretty head in vexation, and drummed the toe of 
ne fairy little buttine upon the unappreciative oil-cloth, and then 
said— 

“Can't you guess that I want what—er—what the hart does 
‘for the cooling stream when heated in the chase’? How deuse 
you are!” 

“Beg ten thousand pardons, miss; so 1 am,” he admitted, and 
seizing upon the shop-steps, he had got down six pairs of manly 
binoculars off the top shelf, done them up ina parcel, and handed 
them, blushing all the while, to the beautiful girl in some seconds 
less than the time occupied by an average shake of an ague racked 
lamb's tail. 


“ONLY A WOMAN'S HAIR.” 


Mr asp Mrs Prnnicoppy had been married for fifteen wears, 
and had, notwithstanding this tact, been tolerabiy happy, Mr. Pilly- 
coddy, who was a ‘ 
solicitor, left his 
ecanridmge vali at 
Dulwich precisely 
wt AM, and re- 
turned to it at 6 
P.M. with praise- 
worthy regularity, 
exeeptin the Long 
Vacation, when he 
wd Mrs, Pillyeod- 
dv, and the little 
Pillyeoddys and 
the big Pillyeod- 
dys, departed for 
the seaside in high 
glee and a railway 
omnibus, 

One day Mrs, Pil- 
lycoddy mislaid a 
letter containing 
the address of a 
friend. Having 
exhausted every 
likely place inoa 
vain search for it, 
she began to try 
unlikely places, 
amongst them a 
bureau, at which =o 
sometimes Mr. Pil- fe a, Ree 
Iycoddy used to A photograph of a girl. 
write in the even- 
ing. She did not find what she sought, but she discovered some- 
thing else—an envelope inscribed in her husband's handwriting, 
“ Araminta Atkins,” Toes it was a lock of brown hair, 

Mrs. Pillycoddy was not a suspicious woman, but when she saw 
that lock of hair, she exclaimed, * The wretch !” 

She searched further and discovered a photograph of a girl whom 
she was compelled to confess was pretty, On the back of the por- 
trait was written, ina feminine hand, * Yours, with love, Araminta.” 
Then Mrs, Pillyeoddy remarked, “1'1l Araminta her, and him, too.” 

But she bided her time. When Mr. Pillycoddy came home, his 
dinner was ready as usual, and one of the girls played him some- 
thing on the piano while Mrs, Pillyeoddy went on with her knitting. 
Only over those swiftly plied glittering needles two eyes were tixed 
on the prosaic face of the dosing Pillyeoddy. 

That night Mrs, Pillycoddy did what she had never done before. 
She ransacked her sleeping husband's pockets, Sure enough, there 
was a letter ad- 
dressed to the 
perfidious 
wretch at his 
oflice in the 
same handwrit- 
ing that ap- 
peured on Ara- 
mints portrait. 
With a palpitat- 
ing bosom Mrs. 
VPillyeoddy 
read— 


“MY DEAR 
Ma. PILLy- 
coppy,—I will, 
us requested, be 
at your office 
to-morrow 
evening at 
6PpM.—Yours 
sincerely, ARA- 
MINTA AT- 
KIN,” 

Mrs. Pilly- 
coddy was not 
very astonished, 
however indig- 
nant, next 
morning to 
hear her lord 
and master 
announce that 
he wonld tbe late home from the city that evening. 

Mr. Pillycoddy’s clerks were somewhat surprised when, at five 
minutes to six that evening, their employer's wife entered the office, 

She was informed that her husband was most particularly 
engaged, and shown into a waiting room leading to his own 
sanctum. A few minutes later. another lady entered, in whom Mrs. 
Pillycoddy recognized—Araminta! x 

Presently Pillycoddy emerged from his room and stood in the 
presence of the two women, Strangely enough he did not shrivel 
up, or tremble, or even blanche—perhaps that was his audacity. 

“What's up, Maria?" he asked. “Nothing wrong at home, I 
hope. House on fire, or children ill?” . 

“No, sir,” replied she, with asperity; “ewr home is safe, eur 
children are safe.” She glanced at Araminta, to measure the effeet 
of her accent on the “our.” Araminta was in the arms of a geutle- 
man, who had just emerged from Mr. Pillyeoddy’s room. . 

She stared in } 
astonish ment, 
and her hus- 
band mumbled, 
“Most extra- 
ordinary case ; 
Vil tell you all 
about it _by- 
and-by. That 
chap, my client, 
wanted to bring 
an action for 
breach of pro- 
mise against 
that lady. Thev 
had had a tiff 
and parted. He 
had a lot of love 
letters and oa 
lock of hair and 
so on from her, 
| read them, 
and advised 
him not to be a 
fool: and, in- 
stead of letting 
‘em throw away 
their money 
and make 
themselves 
ridiculous in a 
court of Jaw, 
I've persnaded 
‘em to make it up. Let me introduce von to them. 
first what's brought you up to town, my dear” 

“1 thought,” stammered Mrs, Pillyeoddy, turning very red, “that 
—that perhaps, as we haven't been out for some tine. yeu misht 
like to tike me to the theatre, Jol, dear! 


Two cyes were fixed on his face, 


In the presence of the two women. 


Sut teil me 


“Golly! me mighty fine swell; me like Massa 
SLOPEK. exceptiu’ de uose.” 
©.° Miss Slover will be deliyhted to receive photcgraphs Jrom those 
of her friends whose purtraus have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


A; 


PERT 


No. 234.—MIss LILLIE RIXON. 
“ Tall and stately, slim and fair, I love Ler as my life.” 
—The Dook Snook. 
“Star of my life, sweet sovereign of my heart.” —Lord hub, 
“Tell them you have my heart, dear; tell them [ love you so.” 
—The Hon, Billy. 


(1), It was the night of the soirée, ye ken. Mr. McGilcrist, menister of Strabogie, was just speakin', 
and was saying, “ Your dear, benevolent Laird is for ever zealous in good works,” when Elder McNab got 


up, laughing sardonicaliy, and jeering. 


bo 


| 


- Jam getting nixed! SCENK--Ante-chamber of the King's apartment. 
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TY, 


FAIR AMUSEMENT. 


“'Struth, I have been a enjoying of myself! I've had twenty swings, ten 


roundabouts, and three rolley-polleys.” 


GARDENING OPERATIONS. 
“Spring, Spring, Beautiful Spring.” 


(Saturday, May 14, 1897 


“My husband having become bank. 
rupt, I now have to go out as ay 
artist's mudel. Such fun, dear.”—£;. 
tract yrom Letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—WILLIAM TERRISS, Esq. 


(1). “ Henry,” soliloquized A. SLOPER, while making himself up as Cardinal 
Wolsey, preparatory to interviewing Mr. William Terrias, as he gazed on a picture of 
the celebrated King, “ methinks I could have bestrode without a murmur such a 
rummy gee-gee as yours, and worn such a very uncomfortable crown and costume as 
thou appear to have done, had I been fortunate enough to have had such a charming 
variety of wife as thou, Lut I must to the King's apartment to interview my 
William, who, only the other day, was the brightest of the Harbour Lights.—(2). 
But now a king, now thus and at least—that is: but vow, as thus, now king—stay ! 
(A. SLOPER, 
awaiting Mr. Terriss, beguiles the time by sending vut for several drinks, and sticking 
them up to that gentleman, (3). Anter Mr. William Terriss as Henry VIII. reading 
tavern score.) Mr. 7. What piles of drinks he hath accumulated to his own portion! 
and what expense to me! A, Sloper (coming sorward unsteadily). Ever God blesh 


(2). Then somebody turned out 
the gas. 


THE BOUNDS. 


a. 


your highness, Mr. 7. Good my lord, you are full of heavy stuff; you are now 
running o'er; you have scarce time tosteal from spiritual leisure a brief ty 
interview me. A. S. Sir, nature does require her times of reservation, which, per- 
force, I, her frail son, must give her ‘tendauce to. Afr. 7. Fairly answered. I pre- 
sume that, as my hand has open’d bounty to you, thou thinkest fit to run up drink> 
ad lib.? A.S. (aside). What sudden auger'’s this? I must conciliate him.—(¢'. 
My sovereign, I confess your royal graces far outshine the other Henry's. fr. 7. 
‘Tis nobly spoken. (Glances at tavern bill, ani discovers that it is made out lv 
A. SLOPER.) Read oer this (yives it to him); and then to breakfast with what 
appetite you have. (£rit Mr. Terriss, looking very black, frowning ly on 
A. SLOPER.)——(5). A.S. What should this mean? rit A. SLOPER, degraded, aye. 
and what ts more, disgraced, on a moke kindly lent sor the occasion only by no less 4 
person than his old and ever esteemed friend Mr. Albert Chevalier.) 


(2). Mr. McGilcrist ‘struck a match, and continued his speech.“ Aud I never 
tee was at a soirée where the interest was so well kept up, aud which ended $0 
ppily.” And the Elder on the poopit steps still laughed sardonically. 
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ANA zy 


“She . great Orme -in-darger- 


i Sk 
An-|mske- Argumen’s . We full “Swings 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. \ 


doubtless, will Great joy in workmen's breasts instil :—In every clime the Ist of May Was looked on iil 
I ( as the “ Labour Day” :—A siz days race, go as you please, The bicyclists swarm round like bees :— 
guilty of such an action. Proceed :— The gendarmes bluster, brag and boast, But find that mvb law | At Wimbledon, but two weeks back, Was seen the famous “golfing” crack.—What do you think of 
rules the roast :—Once favourite fur the Derby race, He's now removed from ride of fan :—“Call | my centrepiece this week? Quite worthy of a Leighton or a Tadema, or some other celebrated 
me not woman, drunken sot,” Quoth she, “because you know I'm not" :—The eight hours day bill, Royal Academician, is it not?——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 

| | 
A LIGHT LUNCH. | 


CULIPPIE’S 
OPERA OG | 


The favourite for the Showmen’s Stakes once more ts his patrons. No nobbling this time. 
One favourite come to grief is quite enough to go on with. But there, | know no Sloperite would 


ij/74 
ioe of the Crowd, Be you Bill Blobbs, that lives in our 
alley 


Actor, No, sir; in this costume I am Blood Stained 
Bouncer, the celebrated Bandit chief. 


- << ———__ = 


on 
“This is the cock that worried the man that lived in the 
house that Jack built.” 


Se 
eo 


| 
| 


| 


Bill Sikes (to gallant member of the 20th Middlesex). Calle 
verself a hartist, does yer? Start work and see if yer cap 
pulut my use. 


“ We've had—let’s see—two mock turtles—oh, and two dozen oysters and four cutlets and peas, potatoes—ob, 
yes—and two curried fowls—I mean, two plates of curried fowl—and four meringues, cheese aud butter, and a bottle 
of chawpague—ol, aud two cranges—cl, yea, aud lees, Thac'e all.” 


she is positively handsome. Well, she may have been when 
she wa young. In another year or two she will be down- 


“My husband {is always around that woman and saving | 
right ugly—at least, I hope 80.” 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 


THAT the verdict of the jury in the Ravachol ease came on the 
majority of people in the shape of surprise there can be ne deuying, 
We should 
linve hard- 
ly believed 
it possible 
that there 
was con- 
tained in 
the French 


ita \ 
weir \ 
revues) 
CIRCUMSTANCES be 
s —~ 


twelve 
honest men 
in the full 
possession 
ot 
rensoning 
faculties 
ready, 
through 
sheer funk, 
to sacrifice 


country’s 
honour for 
the sake of 
their own 
miserable 
skins. But 
recent events have shown us otherwise, and it must be rezretfully 
confessed that the Anarchists have been allowed to score a tre- 
mendous victory in Paris—a victory which will probably induce 
them to proceed once more to deeds of violence. There is nothing 
more caleulaten to inspire confidence in the breasts of these 
enemies of Jaw and order than the knowledge that they are fer ved ; 
and should Parisians wake up one morning to find half their tity 
demolished, to the twelve craven jurymen in their midst should the 
catastrophe be accredited, ee 

s 

THE Stagering Structure and Family honoured the “Camden 
Arms” with their distinguished presence on the evening of Thurs- 
day, April 28th, the oceasion being that of the last concert of the 
season of the Forest Gate Musieal Society, The programme was 
an unusually attractive one—indeed, so pleasant an evening was it, 
that it was long after the Battersea Mocles had chimed the hour of 
two that SLOPER arrived at Court Mildew and sought repose in the 
dining room coal-scuttle, ae 

- 


IN spite of the rapidly increasing popularity of golf, lawn tennis 
still holds its own as an invigorating and health-giving pastime, 
and, were proof required, 
the number of entries for, 
and the interest taken in 
the principal tournaments 
of the now) commencing 
season would furnish it, 
We are extremely glad of 
this, for « more pleasing 
outdoor pastime, which can 
be indulged in by both sexes, 
does not, we think, exist. 
There are, we believe, people 
(and there were more when 
the game was first intro- 
duced) who imagine that 
lawn tennis isa game afford- 
ing ample opportunity for 
flirtation, Never was a 
greater mistake. Girls 
really play tennis now, take 
pride and seek to excel in it, 
and a young lady who, dur- 
ing the progress of a game, 
sought to extract any more 
attention from her tner 
than that customarily ac- 
corded to a_gentlewoman, 
would soon become an ob- 
ject of derision, and 
avoided accordingly. 


* 

THE Alexandra Park Trotting Club held their first meeting of 
the season at Alexandra Park on the afternoon of last Monday 
week, when, in apite of the inclemency of the weather, a capital 
programme was brought to a successful issue. That trotting is 
gaining in popularity with the public, the manner in which the 
meeting in question was patronized conclusively showed, and 
Mr. Cathcart and his colleagues are to be congratulated on the 
success attending their arduous efforts, 

s* 


te * 

The Isis is decidedly a welcome addition to the already existing 
number of Oxford periodicals, Humorous without being vulgar, 
scholarly without being prosy or pedantic, bright, smart, up-to-date, 
and well in touch with the principal University topics, it should gain 
a host of supporters, It can be obtained for the modest outlay of 
threepence, and will appear once a fortnight during term time. 

as 8 


. . s 

THE playgoing public, and more especially the really thinking 
and critical portion of it, should indeed be thankful to Messrs. Sims 
and Buchanan for 
diverging so wide- 
ly from the beaten 
track invariably 
followed by for- 
mer writers of 
Adelphi plays, 
and presenting so 
novel and uncon- 
ventional a melo- 
drama as The 
White Rose. Even 
the most 
theatregoer, sneer 
aus he might at the 
naval or military 
hero, the beautiful 
but persecuted 
heroine, and the 
triumphant -until- 
the-final-act 
villain we have 
been 80 accus- 
tomed to associate 
with Messrs. 
Gatti's house, can- 
not fail to be in- 
terested in this 
eminently pictur- 
esque drama, deal- 
ing, as it does, 
with the person- 
ages of Sir Walter Scott's delightful romance, “ Woodstock,” per- 
sonages who existed in the flesh more than two hundred and fifty 
years nyo, Though historians may cavil at the liberties the authors 
have tiken, may take exception to the portrayal of one of the 
principal characters, the grumbling will be confined to them, and 
the Adelphi will. beyond doubt, be filled with appreciative and 
enthusiastic audiences until, until—well, it’s difficult to say exactly 
how lony so excellent a melodrama as The White Rose will last. 


blasé | 


| 
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| a big order, but such is the state of 


enpital | 


their | 


their! 
| green F.O.S. has prepared a 


| Girls), Mr. Templar Saxe, Mr. Regie 


| and biting blizzards, 
| explode 


pleamunttiess theone 
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CROWDED houses have been the rule at the Tivoli Music Hall 
since Easter Monday, and this fact is not at all surprising when 
one takes into account the number 
of star artistes gathered together 
under the roof of this well conducted 
establishment. Twenty-tive turns is 


affairs at the Tivoli: and the quality 
of the turns, too—well, just zlance 
at the advertising sheet of your 
morning paper and you will see for 
yourselves, By-the-by, we are sorry 
to hear that Jenny Hill, who was, 
until recently, engaged at this hall, 
has been stricken down with a serious 
illness — Pneumonia is, we think, 
the complaint. A speedy recovery, 
Jenny, is our heartfelt wish, and 
doubtless those of our readera who 
are at all acquainted with the vivas 
cious Jenny will re-secho it. 


* 

THE gay and festive Howard Paul 
announces his Annual Benetit Con- 
cert at St, James’ Hall, Regent Street, 
for Tuesday, May 17th. The Ever- 
) coh 
vramme calculated to knock ‘em, 
including the services of Miss Ade- 
laide Mullen, Miss Florence Bright 
and Miss Eileen Carew (the Dancing 


nald Groome, Mr. Henry Beaumont, 
and other distinguished artistes, 
Among the comic talent A, SLoPER is pleased to note that Mr, 
Charles Collette, F.O.8., Mr. Frank Lincoln (of America), and 
Mr. Robert Ganthony will be to the fore. Jloward, bless you, 


my boy! May it be a big success ! 


* 

THE Mildewed Littératcur has this day been graciously pleased 
to confer the “Award of Merit” upon Sin JAMES FERGUSSON, 
because he's doing good work as Postmaster-General, Feyther,” 
chortled the Blue-Orbed Telegraphist, “ain't it wonderful the way 
Sir James ‘ns made the Post Horlice people sit up? Why, | bought 
astamp under an hour yesterday, and as for telegrams, blimey ! 
why, they fairly thanks you for ‘em. And the Agéd smiled be- 
nignly upon his son and heirand strolled away, wondering to what 
extent Sir James’ warning would affect the sale of novelettes. 

w« 


. 
Wu says England isn't passionately devoted to horse-racing after 
this?) Why, there’s more fuss been made already about the poisoning 
of Orme than there would be over the death of a Prime Minister. 
s- *¢ 


= 
THE advent of what some delirious idiot first termed “ the merry 
month of May,” is, although the signal for that rightly abused 
individual, the 
Clerk of the 
Weather, to turn on 
heavy snowstorms 


for Anarchists to 
assemble an mobs, 
dynamite 
and indulge in 
various other little 


wight spot in the 
dreary monotony of 
the country parson's 
life. Under the ex- 
cellent pretext of / 
attending the May 
Meetings, he can 
leave Slogton - in- 
the-Slush, with its 
mother's meetings, 
its school treats, its 
blanket parties, its 
mutual improve- 
ment society, its 
muffin scrambles 
and other kindred 
institutions, and for 
the best part of a 
week at least go on the high old razzle-dazzle in the wicked metro- 
polis. The Empire, the Pavilion, the Alhambra, race-courses, theatres 
and other giddy haunts of pleasure are all visited by the reverend 
gentleman, who, when the time comes when he must return to his 
faithful tlock, generally does so looking rather white about the gills, 
minus a considerable quantity of oof, and not infrequently his 
watch and chain, but with enough material on the subject of the 
temptations and iniquities of the capital to last considerably more 
than a lifetime, * 
. 3 


Up goes the price of Hackers! The owner of “ Forsaken,” by 
Arthur Hacker, the last of the oil paintings given by ALLY 
SLOPER's Art Union, can open his beak and crow aloud. The 
artist has just had his picture, “The Annunciation,” now exhibiting 
at the Royal Academy, purchased by the Trustees of the Chantry 
Fund for eight hundred guineas, This must be almost as gratify- 
ing to Arthur as it is to ALLY. The Eminent has his faults, no 
doubt, but forspotting budding talent, whether in the painter or the 
ballet girl, he hypothecates the jam-roll with a custard accompani- 
ment, ** 

* 

ONE of the latest bits of theatrical gossip isto the effect that Miss 
Letty Lind has succeeded Katie James in the character of Cinder- 
Ellen, at the 
Gaiety Thea- 
tre. But why 
has Katie, 
who was 
everybody's 
favourite. C 
been shunted? 
Surely not be- 
cause it was 
considered 
Letty would 
be found 
more suitable 
to the charac- 
ter? Letty is 
a dancer be- 
fore she is an 
actress, and, 
although we 
sometimes 
find the two 
talents com- 
bined, this is 
only at rare 
intervals, 
Verily, this is 
a strange 


world, — but 
George Ed- 


wardes knows 
his own business best, and doubtless he has not acted without 
sufficient reason, All the same, we cannot help sympathizing 
with the fair Katie. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR For THE WEEK ENDING May 21st, 1892, 


15th May, 1890.—The Sculling Championship of the Wor'y 


was this day sou by Kemp, at Sydney, 


16th May, 1668.—“ To the King's playhouse,” says Peprs, 
under this diate, “und there saw the best part of The Sea Voyagy, 
where Knipp did her part of sorrow very well.” : 


“17th May, 1870.—Harry King, dialogue artist, the brother 
of Katie ie (Mrs, Arthur Lioyd) and son of T.C. King, died this 
day, aged 19. 


18th May, 1828.—A newspaper of this date gives this am,:. 
ing story :—* Mr. B—— of Bath, a remarkably large, corpulent, ay 
powerful man, wanting to go by the mail, tried fora place a shor 
time before it started. Being told it was full he still determined 
to get admission, and, opening the door, which no one uear ji: 
ventured to oppose, he got in. When the other passengers car¢ 
the ostler reported that there was a gentleman in the coach. i} 
was requested to come out, but, having drawn up the blind, he r,. 
ained quiet. Having, however, a consultation on the means of 
making him alight, and a proposal to‘ pull him out,’ he let dow 
the blind, and laying his enormous hand on the edge of the d 
he asked who would dare to pull him out, drew up the blind agi, 
and, waiting some time, fell asleep, About one in the morning jj. 
awoke, and calling out to know whereabouts he was on the journey, 
he perceived, what was the fact, that, to end the altercation wii), 
him, the horses had been put to another coach, and that he liad 
spent the night at the iun doorat Bath, where he had taken posses. 
sion of the carriage.” 


19th May, 1839.—The Revenue police were denounced at 
Pettigo Chapel, Donegal, by the ofticiating priest, for their vigilauce 
in suppressing illicit distillation. 


20th May, 1680.—The origin of exhibiting the regalia in the 
Tower is thus reiated in “Archzologia.”"—* He (the Master and 
Treasurer of the jewel house) hath a particular servant in tie 
Tower, intrusted with that great treasure, to whom (because s 
Gilbert Talbot was retrenched in all the perquisites and_ profits 
his place, and not able to allow him a competent salary) his Maje 
doth tacitly allow him that he shall show the Regalia to strani: 
which furnished him with so plentiful a Jivelyhood that Sir Gill) 
Talbot, upon the death of his servant there, had an offer made to 
him of 500 old broad pieces of gold for the place, yet he first gav. 
it to old Mr. Fdenrds freely, whom Blud murthered when iv 
attempted to steal the crown, globe and scepter.” Dated as above. 


"21st May, 1866.—Charles Wyndham made his first London 
appearance this day at the New Royalty Theatre as Sir Arthur 
Lascelles in All that Glitters is not Gold, 


SMART OF HIM. 
IT was the Bladder pater, and he gaily trudged along, 
Hia Olive Branches followed, and they made a goodly throng. 
A mother fond approached and said, “I have a little Jad 
I] want to send to boarding school; J should be very glad 
If you would take him in your school, perhaps you'll send me, 
plense, 
A circular, detailing what you teach, also your fees.” 
Then Bladder pater answered, to that lady's great surprise, 
“These aren't my pupils, though they are the apples of my ey cz.” 


MEDICAL RETICENCE. 
Ir is a well known fact that medical men do not care to gives 
lengthy description of their patient's disorders to all and sundr. 


| but our Shoe Lane physicinn rather overdoes the thing, Fur 


instance, suppose you ask, as he comes downstairs— 

“Well, doctor, how did vou find your patient to-day?” 

“By going to his room,” 

“Yes; but how did you find him when you got there?” 

“Found him in bed.” 

“Well; but is he better?” 

“If he’s ‘well’ he must be.” 

“Does he improve any?” ° 

“Hasn't any to improve—lost all his money on Persistive, ::.! 
had to sell his home.’ 

“Ts he worse?” 

“Worse than what?” 

“Ts he better?” 

“Better than who?” 

“Oh, doctor! what is there about him?” 

“Couple o' sheets, blanket, eider-down——” 

“Ah! but what ails him?’ 

“He don't ale—mustn't—has to stick to spirits.” 

“ But is he in danger?” 

“Don't seem so; roof looks safe; windows not likely to be 
blown in—” 

“Oh! go to—” 

“Quite so. Ta-ta!” 

-_ oe 


TEN GUINEA ALE. 

SLOPER has long had it in mind to hurl a literary thunderbolt 
into the midst of the heterogeneous army of tradesmen who gull his 
readers, the public, by the use of grossly delusive signboards. He 
is not going to allow Mr. Suaggs, the tobacconist, of Skinaubone 
Lane, E., to hang out a banner on his outward walls offering * The 
Best Twopenny Havanna in London,” and then vend a “smoke 
composed of carpet-paper and manufactured in Germany ; nor is 
he going to permit the vendors of margarine as legitimate churned 
cow-juice to declare that if you“ Pass this shop, you pass the best. 
Now, a reader of the Old Man's paper was tramping along through 
Hampton on Easter Monday, and was attracted, being dodgasting!y 
thirsty, by the legend “Ten Guinea Ale.” He turned straightway 
into that pub., and asked the barman— 

“What's that ten guinea ale o’ yours like?” ; 

“A perfect knock out,” replied he of the pots; “there's nothing 
like it in all Surrey.” 

“ Warranted sound and only made from hops?" 

“That's so.” 

“ And I ain't obliged to have ten guineasworth all at once?” 

“Oh, dear, no: vou can have any quantity you like.” 

“ Well,” responded the dust Inden and weary one, searching care- 
fully in all his pockets, “give mea ha‘p'orth.” 

And, to the shame everlasting of that wretched potcleaner, would 
you believe, he wouldn't do it! 


—_——_-——_—_—_ 


MORCEAU. . 

THEY sat out on the little balcony that commanded a view of 
the moonlit, lamplit reach at Blackwall; he with his brawny right 
arm around her tight Iaced waist, and she with her head of golden- 
brown curls nestling on his shoulder. How often have we met such 
n couple—she all heart and soul, with n bias for poetry; he 
brutally materialistic, caring but little for pathos, but loving 
Polyhymnia Peters aforesaid with a manly, trustful love. 

As one of her father’s many lighters came to an auchor at the 
quay below with a low, sad plunk, she wound up her twitterings ol 
sweet nothings, and, doubtless, they were carried up to the throne 
of Love on platters of priceless pearl by décolletée cupids of jrides- 
cent ecrew-action wings, that gleamed like new tin in the golden 
smile of Venus with drops of ambrosial Ktimmel. : 

“Isn't that a petit morceau?” she pleaded, as she fired a last 
gem of poetry at him. I: 

“ Y-e-ea,” he replied, “but [ know some a bally sight more sv. * 

es: 

. jut he caught her reproving glance, and shut up as tho 
great horse-blanket of infinite silence had fallen upon him. 
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gaiuraay, May 14, 1892.) 
PRO-PINK-QUITY. 


«Pink Juncheons "—viz., whereat all the ladies wear pink dresses —are about to 
ane becume the vogue in certain circles.) 


‘TIs now the “thing” some tint 
to choose 
For luncheons up to date ; 
Yea, from all kinds of radiant 
hues 
We pick, I beg to state, 
A sample of this thusness, lo 
(Ah, SLOPER, pray don't 
wink), 
We will unto you quickly show; 
And, firstly, note "tis 
comme il faut, 
Tn swell society, you 
know, 
Tor Inncheons to be 
pink! 


acoher fave > 


This means that every 
lady guest 
On such a luncheon 
day, 
To be de rigueur must 
be dressed 
In sweetest 
array. 
And, doubtless, later 
(entre nous)— 
So many experts 
think— 
I’r'aps dinners green, and breakfasts blue, 
And suppers red—may come in view 
To match our fad, so nice and vew, 
Of Juncheons all in pink ! 


pink 


——_»—_—_. 


AND SHE BELIEVED HIM. 


Tur fair, fluffy haired creature—the beauteous bride of but 
velve short months—let fall the blotting pad and fell into the 
purchased Utrecht velvet covered armchair with a dull, heavy 
thud, The awful discovery she had just made—a discovery the 
more appalling because totally unsuspected—had struck her with 
all the force and suddenness of a heavy chimneypot falling upon 
the head of a passing pedestrian. There could be no doubt of it— 
her husband, her own William Arthur, was deceiving her cruelly— 
wilfully deceiving her. For what other construction could she put 
upon the words, few and half illegible though they were—words 
firming part of a letter written by her husband, and incautiously 
Diotted whilst partly dry upon the nearly clean pad? Ugh! it was 
horrible, the words mocked her, danced before her eycs, burnt 
tuemselves into her reeling brain, 


Doan... ..call....oon.. 
 wheves... softs... ky hair 
temper 
. nin de- 
Panty so «+ 
Always 


. home... perfect beauty 
affection you.... 


sue could) decipher no 
more — but what matter? 
Was not the evidence sufficiently 
damning? Was she not justified in 
confronting William Arthur with it? 
—William Arthur, who came home 
unsuspectingly to his tea an hour 
Jacer, wearing a check snit and an 
xt-article smirk on his 
ne, false face. 
m Arthur displayed no 
m. Ile smiled when his wile 
eproached him with his faithless- 
ind, when at the termination 
fa lengthy and impassioned ora- 
ion, his justly indignant spouse 
matically bade him go back to 
I brown eyed, silky haired 
anny,” he positively roared out- 
ight. His was not the manner of 
guilty man; and when he explained that his letter had been 
Written to a male acquaintance in reference to the purchase of a 
dox.adog which he intended to present to her on the morrow, 
he now repentant girl threw herself sobbing into her husband's 
ring, saturated his shirt front with the joyous tears of relief, and 
pleaded for forgiveness—the forgiveness which was so quickly, 
0 Magnanimously accorded her. 


* * * » * * 


Gladly would we thus bring our brief narrative toa close; wil- 


ingly would we take leave of the re-united couple, ns clasped in | 
‘ich other's arms they renew their vows of everlasting affection ; | 


ut it is the painful duty of the veracious chronicler to hide 
othing, and we are, therefore, compelled to admit that William 
rthur spent the whole of the day following in scanning the 


lumns of The Exchange and Mart and visiting Leadenhall | 


Larket and the Home for Lost Dogs in search of a pretty, brown 
ved, soft silky haired, affectionate and good tempered canine 
uswering, if possible, to the name of “ Fanny.” 


——_>——_ 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 46.—ROSALIND F1TZ-GEORGE. 
CWith apologies to Messrs. Orlando and Touchstone. ) 


DANE SCORERS found her spouse un- 

kind, 

Since first her spouse saw Rosalind. 

Lord Bob has Tootsie’s hand resigned : 

He's awful spoons on Rosalind. 

The love-lorn Dook has only dined 

aber i this year—through Rosa- 
ind. 

Young Alick’s deaf and dumb and blind 

To every girl save Rosalind, 

Irom nightly fiddle Ike doth grind 

Sweet serenades to Rosalind. 

McGooseley swears he'll surely bind 

In Cupid's chains fair Rosalind. 

MeNab has in his soul enshrined 

The beauteous face of Rosalind, 

The Blood - besprinkled Youth 
pined 

The Hest from’s bones thrcugh Rosa- 
ind, 

Our Whirligigger's brain's inclined 

To whirligig for Rosalind. 

Our oftice boy has eyes well brined, 

And 


has 


lind. 
Our rhymester's screeds are all “ de- 
clined” 
Iles driven insane by Rosalind. 
In fine, unless soine plan we find 
“I , To free the “Friv.” from Rosalind, 
J SLOPERS gang their doom’s assizned— 
Paey'll all peg out through Rosalind !!! 


pickled cheeks, through Rosa- | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA, February 22nd, 1892. 

Dear Storer, F.O.M.,—I am a regular subscriber to your 
“HaLr-HOLIpAY,” and the first thing | always turn to is the 
“Laird and Elder” episode, But it is altogether too bad of your 
artist to so invariably let the Elder get the upper hand. Of 
the two men, the Laird is certainly the better aud more respectable 
character, and he ought to be allowed sometimes, at least, to come 
off first best. Do give him “a show” pow and again. 

With best respects to your missis, to sweet ‘Tootsie, the brats, the 
twins, and the dogs, not forgetting yourself, for whose rubicund 
proboscis I would recommend a course of liver pills aud the 
local application, daily, of flexible collodion, 

I remain, yours ever admiringly, G. Eh. MAYNARD, M.B. 
SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 113.—Hkr Gets INTO EXCEEDINGLY Hor WATER, BUT I8 
CLEVERLY DRrAGGED OUT BY ALEXANDRY, 
THE wife of the Wobbler was mightily maddened, 
And puzzled as well, by the faet that she hadn't, 
For seven or eight weeks, been allowed to set eyes 
On the paper her spouse to the public supplies : 
And, * by Jove! Ill discover the reason, said she, 
“Why my SLOPER is keeping my *SLoreR’ from me!" 
The wife of the Wobbler, what time he was sleeping, 
Went into his printing room, stealthily creeping, 
And captured one each of those numbers which he 
Had so tlatly declined to allow her to see, 
And too soon—all too soon—the poor injured one knew 
Why those infamous rags had been hid from her view. 


The wife of the Wobbler aroused from his slumbers 

Her lord, and exclaimed, as she brandished those numbers 
Above him: * Now, tell ine, base man, why you've dared 

To insult me so fiendishly? wherefore prepared 

(For your artist to draw from) a dastardly list 

Of the names of the girls whom your Bruteship has kissed?” 


The wife of the Wobbler then showed him the features 

Of Ada, Maud, Elsie, and other fair creatures, 

Portrayed on page eight of each Peper: and cried, 

“1 you're anxious to save a whole bone in your hide, 

You must swear that to-morrow you'll bring me these girls, 
And I'll scratch ‘em their eyes out and comb ‘em their curls!" 


The wife of the Wobbler kept barking and snarling, 
Till SLOPER, perspiring, made answer, “ My darling, 

1 certainly can't—as a chivalrous knight— 

tring those innocent girls within reach of your spite.” 
Then the thumping began: and he howled such a lot 
That his first-born came tlying, in fear, to the spot. 


The wife of the Wobbler told Alick how ALLY 

Had wronged her: and Alick, expecting a bally 

Good tip from his father next day, said, * Ha! ha! 

There's no cause for displaying such anger, mamma ! 

You've no need to be jealous: old Stick-in-the-Mud 

Can't produce you the girls he has kissed, if he would! 

For { pledge you my word, and | tip you my tip, 

That whene’er a solt kiss is impressed on the lip 

Of a maid in her teens by the Gin-bibbing Blot, 

The obnoxious salute smites her dead on the spot !"” 
ages 


ARTISTIC STRUGGLES. 

Know youthe youngartist / Hast observed the emulative budding 
Leighton? No? Possibly you are not a student of character. 7 
am—I, who write this. | have marked him. Long is he, as to his 
frame and to his hair, nor heeds he the ribald exhortation of the 
street boy to get the latter attended to at the nearest tonsorialist's. 
Seedy is he as to the knees of his tweed * Kino’s,” and his elbows, 
covered in brown velveteen, are like unto the elbows of one who 
leans often and for long periods upon a zine or pewter bar. But, 
‘twas ever thus with true genius. Only is it appreciated when its 
author is Jaid away in his little jar on the top shelf of the cool 
vault that lies beneath the crematorium, 

But the artist. See him, poor fellow! as he emerges from the 
ortals of Messrs, Winsor and Newton's, where he has expended 
vis last florin ina few tubes of colour; see him, as ina hot little 
Kensington garret, with a northern aspect, he stands in ragged 
pyjamas before his easel, and works sadly, silently, but earnestly, 
at “The Lowing Herd Winds Slowly o'er the Lea,” and dreams of 
future and Burlington House. Not his the fat back of the lordly 
limner, nor the plethoric panting of the painter of princes’ portraits. 
Nay, his cupboard only boasts a bare mice nibbled crust and the 
remnant of a fourpenny tin of “Swiss "—but his day will come! 

See him, now dressed, with “The Lowing Herd” beneath his arm 
and hope upon his face, as he leaves the house and wends his way 
towards the sanctum of the dealer. Perhaps this is “his day.” 
The dealer is a coarse and hardened fellow. He is in Art, certainly, 
but not of it. His eyes scan critically “The Lowing Herd,” whilst 
the young Millais scowls horribly at him. At length the dealer 
turns and says— 

“Give yer eight bob for it.” 

With a great lump in his throat the genius gulps, slowly— 

“ Eight—shillings! Nay—not—yet. I—may—be—poor, sirrah, 
but—I—have—not—yet reached—starvation—point.” 

“All right,” says the brute; “Z can wait!” 

Oh, woe, unutterable! all—all is woe! 


——_>——_ 


GRIEF IN THE GARB OF GLADNESS. 

THE rhymist sat at the dead of night, 

Plying his pen in a piteous plight, . 

For his face with the pallor of grief was white, 
As his hand kept shaking, shaking. 

And oft he gazed at the humble bed 

Where his mother lay cold and stark and dead, 

And his ink was blurred by the tears he shed, 
For his heart was breaking, breaking ! 


The rhymist’s writing was sent to press, 
And ten thousand foiks, ina week or less, 
While perusing his rhymes with a wild excess 
Of laughter were shaking, shaking ; 
For no merrier matter they e’er had read, 
And how could they guess in the brain ‘twas bred 
Of one who lamented a loved one dead, 
While his heart was breaking, breaking? 


Though a myriad ills that can make one fret 
In this vale of tears may be daily met, 
Is there any ill fate that one’s heart can set 
With sympathy aching, aching, 
Like that of the man who, with tongue or quill, 
Must the heads of his fellows with nonsense fill, 
And the hearts of his fellows with gladness thrill, 
While Aés heart is breaking, breaking? 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


DouBTLEss thou hast seen “ Venice in London” at Olympia, but 
to see * Venus in London,” go, get thee to the “ Friv.” 

Wury is the letter C useful on a rainy day ?—Because it makes an 
over-cover. 

WE began to run this pestilent rag in May, 1884. 
is. but has been, eight vears (sjold. 

Why is atram-line like a public-house ?—Decause there's always 
a bit-o'-rail there, 

MYRRH is a sap. 
English language ! 

Wuy does a literary man cease writing on getting a pension ?— 
Because he becomes a peu-shunner, 


So it not only 


When a man’s merry he’s (s)'appy. Good od 
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SLOPER’S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
THE DEMON UMBRELLA. 


(A TALE OF DIABLERIE.) 
——~> 
CHAPTER XII. 

JONAS StmMONS pensively sipped his beer and ate his sandwich. 
He was usually of a sociable nature; but as, on this occasion, he 
had no one to talk to, he 
naturally listened to the 
tuk of others, and the 
lively prattle of two 
youths in the adjacent 
compartinent speedily in- 
terested him. 

“It's all very well,” one 
voice remarked, * but you 
know that bill of yours 
for sixty-three seven aud 
sixpence falls due next 
week, and you must pro- 
vide for it.” 

“Oh, its all right!" 
said the other voice, 
which had a familiar ring | 
to Jonas. “I'll do another 
‘stiff’ to meet it. 1 hope 
to square everything very 
shortly.” 

“A long shot on the 
Derby?” 

“Better than that, my 
boy. I have an old cur- 
mudgeou of an uncle 
down in the country. He 
is old enough fora niche 
in the family vault. Ifhe 
doesn't shufile off quick, 
I'll take down a carpet- 
bag full of microbes, or 
influenza, or something, 
one have the miserable old buffer vacciuated with them there and 
then, 

“Ha, ha! you're never at a loss for ideas, Brown; T must say 
Land for you, anyhow, Will the old chap cut up well, do you 
think? 

“ Rather, my boy ! I should think he just would. He's gota very 
snug sum in Consols and any amount of shares in half a dozen 
good reliable concerns, | know. And, what's more to the point, 
1 think I have managed, by a littl: plan, to bring everything 
my way instead of allowing it to be foolishly divided. | have 
pe a spoke in the wheel of a worthy cousin of mine, who would 
ive pulled off half of the pool, and I faney I'll get all, Don't 
you bother about these bills. It’s only a little more interest to pay, 
and then I'll clear off everything at once.” i 

“The sooner the better, for I'm confoundedly unensy about 
things. If things are not 
squared, I'll skip.” 

“Aud | would join you 
at once, but vou will see 
that G. A, Brown will 
make all things straight, 
and don't you forget. it. 
Another two drinks of 
Scotch, my dear, and ask 
your mother if sheil 
allow you to go to 
Brighton on Sunday.” 

“Get out!” said the 
dear, as she gathered up 
the money, and then pro- 
ceeded tu arrange a stray 
curl in a neighbouring 
sheet of plate-glass. 

Jonas Simmons was 
breathing hard, and both 
his respectability and his 
determination were roused 
by what he had over- 
heard, but he repressed 
the desire he felt to step 
round to the next box, 
He would lie low and 
await developments. 

These came. The voice 
which to Jonas Simmons 
was) unrecognizable — re- 
marked, “ Well, here's tae 
ye!” 

And the voice which 
he did recognize, muttered, “Chin, chin!” 

There wasaslight gurgle of liquids, two thps of emptied tumblers 
being set smartly on the counter, a whixpared sollversation bet ween 
them, of which Jonas Simmons, in spite of his straining every 
faculty, could only distinguish the words, “No, no more thanks ;" 
and then a grotesquely carved ivory handle of an Umbrella reached 
slowly over the counter aud poked itself softly in the vicinity of 
the lovely beer manipulator’s waist. The beer manipulator gave 
a coquettish little scream, smiled a sweet smile aud remarked, * Be 
quiet, sou wretch !" and the wretch with the voice that was familiar 
to Jonas Simmons said, “Ta, ta, dear! You're a very charming 
creature, | know, but | can’t stay 
all day beside you, however 
much I'd like to, can 1?” 

And the door banged loudly 
as the two lively youths de- 
parted. 

Then Jonas Simmons drew 
a mighty breath, swore softly, 
and concluded that it would 
require another glass of beer to 
aid the proper digestion of the 
revelations Ke had just heard. 

His good and _ respectable 
nephew was in debt, called bar- 
maids “dear,” and threatened 
to bring down microbes on 
his loving uncle’s head. Jonas 
Simmons sighed as he thought 
of the pain it would be to 
him to lop off both branches of 
the genealogical tree, but his 
duty to respectability — de- 
manded that it should be done. 
The nephew on whose probity 
he had depended had_ failed 
him. He determined to investi- 
gate in regard to the other 
branch. George Augustus 
Brown was evidently a heart- 
less and unreliable scamp. He 
might have lied in regard to 
the Simpson branch. He 
would call on them and see 
if there was any truth in the 
matterere he altered his will and cut both of his nephews off for ever. 

And as George Augustus Brown sauntered along the street, there 
was no friendly fairy spirit to warn him that the grinning diabotical 
ivory carving hid in the palm of his hand had him in its toils ! 

(10 be continued nevt week.) 


He naturally listened. 


“Two drinks of Scotch.” 


A stray curl. 


. ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, May 11,1802 jae his 
THE “F.0.86." PORTRAIT GALLERY. EASILY EXPLAINED. 


Oe - 
Fist’ Darling. How do you and Algernon get along, 


4 Second Ditt that " 
top of this column. Almost from the hour of his birth, our First Ditto. I sees Se meee 


bete's power of mimicry became apparent, and his imitation of Young Lady. These corsets seem a deal tighter than they did at the last ball. courting. Second Ditto. Well, s0 am I—he is my 
e y's wail was declured on all sides to be wonderful to a Py bly. ‘ t ry si M a . 
a During the teething period, he practised almost inces- Maid, Probably. Mademoiselle must remember that sho has eaten a lot since last Monday. husband now. 

santly, to the extreme delight of his fond parents, his father in 


particular sitting up night after night for months, listening “THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE” AGAIN. 


“ Few there are amongst our myriad readers who have not, at 
some period or other of their existence, witnessed the perform- 


‘ 
| No, 255.—Mn. G. W. Kenway, F.O.S. 
{ ance of the clever mimic whose intelligent features adorn the 


} entranced to his sons wonderful performance, and bestowing 
upon him at frequent intervals a choice variety of endearing 
epithets, which, however, in deference to the wishes of an igno- 

| rant and narrow minded editor, we have been compelled to 
{ 


withhold. As he grew in years, unlike many other ple, he 


grew in wisdom, and his talent becoming every Joy more 
marked, the idea occurred to him of turning it to remunerative 
account, and to-day he is earning a fabulous fortune by his 
extraordinary imitations of the respective peculiarities of popu- 
lar music hall performers. Chiefly because he's a marvellous 
mimic, he was created F.0.5., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him April 19th, 1890."—Debrett Improved. 


“ Well, if this ‘ere wine ain't better 'n the last lot I had here, I 
shall chuck the business and take to street preachin' again.” 


was lingering at that moment near the casket that contained his treasure, and 
observing smoke issuing from her casement, concluded that the house was on fire—— 
(5). To dash'past the affrighted menials to the apartment of his loved one and hur! 
her gently, but firmly, from the doomed edifice was to the valiant bart but the work 
of a moment.—(6). Luckily, Stonebroke was also on the prowl round the house that 
evening and broke her fall. And, though his own spine almost shared the same fate, 
he recked not, since Irene got such swinging damages out of the old josser for assault, 
that Augustus and she bad enough to furnish on, after she had chucked Spondulix. 


~ (1). Sir Spondulix Ooftish was handsome, brave and rich, and in accepting him, at 
her stern parent's command, Irene Jamtart had made the catch of the season. And 
yet she was not happy.—(2). Her heart was with the handsome but impecunious 
Augustus Stonebroke, from whom she had parted yesterday at the mandate of the 
same flinty hearted progenitor. — (3). In the sad gloaming, in the privacy of 
her boodwar, she procecde with many tears to commit Gus’ letters to the pitiless 


flames. There were a goodish few of them, and the fire smoked over the job till she 
was obliged to open the window.—(4). It chanced that the blissful Sir Spondulix 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. : NO EXCUSE.’ AN UNINTERESTED (?) OPINION. 


Policeman. Are they fightin’? 

Onlooker. Yes, as ard as they can go at it. 

Policeman, Just you run round and tell ‘em I'm comin’ soon 
as I can dror my staff. 


7 TK P a8 - At las 
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